e MINUTE. 


e OG bas BY 
ee 


4 8 Cala n near a 1 lay, 
| Her Eye-lids clos'd in — | 
S The Shepherd Damon chanc'd that Wax: a 
To drive his Flock of Sheep, 


With awful Step he approacti'd the Fai 
To view her lovely Face; 
Where ev ty Feature wore an Air, 
And ev'ry Part a Grace. 


His Heart. inflam'd with am ro rous Pain... 
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Ir 9 ſure was any Shin W BEE 
So unprepar'd to ſpeak. 

As flumb' ring thus the Fair One lay, 
Soft Wiſhes fill d her Mind; 

« Come, Thryſis, come (he ſaid) this Way, 5 
For now 1 will be,.,nd.” 
Damon improv'd the lucky Hit, ub. © 
And flew into her Arms 5g. 4 


2 He took her in the yielding Eit, % 
= Rene rifled all her — 2 "4 
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